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Story One 


Postman and the Dog 


When I got saved 21 years ago, I sat down with a retired 
postman who told me a story that I didn’t understand at the time 
but now I have found it very useful in my Christian walk. He 
began by telling me that the devil has no teeth. Then he went on 
by telling me that once while he was taking his early routes as a 
mailman, he suddenly saw a dog which came after him. It was a 
Rottweiler. He was a monster in size. He started to run, but he 
felt the dog was getting closer to him, ready to devour him if he 
could catch him. He ran for more than a mile, but the dog was 


still after him. 


Finally, he saw an ally and decided to hide there. However, it 
didn’t prove to be a good idea. There was only one exit in the 
ally, and the dog was in front of it. The postman was scared to 
death. His biggest fear was the dog’s teeth. He imagined the dog 
taking a chunk out of his Flesh which would wipe him out. As the 
dog was ready to jump on him, he barked. The postman was 
amazed to see that the dog had no teeth. Suddenly all his fear was 
gone. He was able to think more clearly with no fear. When the 
postman reached the only exit, the dog tried to bite him. 
However, all he felt was the pressure of the dog’s gums. This 


wasn’t as scary as he had imagined in the first place. 


The devil is just like this dog. Therefore, we should not fear 
the devil, for Jesus shattered his teeth when he went on the cross 


and defeated death by His resurrection from the dead. 


Story Two 


A Christian’s Inner Battles 


Close your eyes and imagine a house where a new baby (the 
seed, the New Man in Christ) is just born into. This house is your 
body. This house has a person who already was occupying it. He 
was ruling its members, and he won’t let go of his position 
without a fight. He is called the Old Man, Old Nature, or Sinful 
nature. He runs the house without any rules and order. He dirties 
the place and lacks discipline. Though the Baby is not strong 
enough to put him out, he has the strength to ruin many of his 
plans because the Holy Spirit dwells in this lad. When this Baby 
prays, fasts, sings rhymes, breaks night fellowship, and reads the 
word, things begin to happen. Those of the House listen to the 
Baby except for the Old Man, who often resists or steps out for a 
smoke. But when this Old Man Tells dirty jokes, smokes, drinks 
beer, lusts, and kills, those who are in the house listens to him 


except for the Baby, who tries with all his strength to resist him. 


One day the Baby grows up just a little and defeats this old 
man, and this old man seems to have died. However, this is a 
day-by-day battle, which makes us feel to be victorious over sin 
when a Christian overcomes a temptation for a day or a time. But 
this devilish Old Man can’t die till the day when the house which 


belongs to the New Man in Christ is rebuilt as it is the promise of 


the Brother (Jesus) of the New Man that it will. So the Old Man 
regains his strength and takes his rulership over and over again. 
At times, it binds the Baby with chains of steel. So he can’t move 
but begins to cry out as the sins are committed in his house. This 
we could say when after a long time of victory over sin, we fall 
into the old habits of sin again. And as we do them, we feel grief 


in our hearts. 


Hence, the battle continues for rulership—the Flesh against 
the Spirit and the Spirit against the Flesh. So those of the house 
do what they do not want to. One wants holiness; the other sin. 
When one makes progress in holiness, the relapse comes again. 
The house even begins to cry out, “Who will deliver me from this 


body of death?” 


When the house is dirty, it is not the Baby, the seed, the New 
Man. It is the Old Man who is our Old Nature. And when the 
house is clean, it is not Old Man, the Sinful Nature. It is the 


Baby. 


This is a Christian’s daily life. Two are born into this house, 
and the older will serve the younger. And that is what the older 
does not want. He wants to remain the King of the house, but his 
time, will come to an end, and we can joyfully say at the 
Christians’ future judgment, all this will take place. Even if the 
house is destroyed, it will rise again. This Old Man is like cancer 
who lives as long as the person is alive, but once the person dies, 


this Old Man dies with it. But this house will rise again when the 
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older brother of the New Man comes to rebuild houses and 
restore the Baby to his own house. The Old Man will die for good 
and lose his power forever over the house, and the Baby will be 
King over his own house where holiness will be the only rule of 


the house. 


Story Three 


Jesus is our Lawyer and Judge 


You are in a courtroom. You know that if you left on your 
own, you are doomed for life without any chance of parole. And 
you know that you are the one who committed the crimes, and 
you even told the Lawyer of your guilt. You look at your lawyer, 
and He tells you, “Trust me.” Everything will be alright. You see 
He is very confident and that He tells you not to be afraid that 
you would be off with no charges to your account. As you turn 
around for a second, your Lawyer is nowhere in sight. You are 
scared. Then you are told that the lawyer who was so confident 
that you were to be off without charge is in prison and sentenced 


to die for a crime he did not commit. 


You look in front of you and see the back of the Judge as he 
sits on his chair. You expect to see a mean Judge who has no 
mercy. And you have heard that those others before you weren’t 
given a chance because they lacked what they could not supply, 
which only the one who had never committed a crime could give. 
Before the chair turns around, a person whispers in your ear, 
“The Lawyer has died.” And fears come into your heart. And the 
chair is turned around. You look at the Judge’s hands and feet, for 
this Judge wears no shoes. And his hands have no gloves. And 


you see the marks of being pierced as this man had recently been 


wounded, maybe to the point of death. For some reason, a 
calmness enters your soul even before you look at the Judge’s 
face. And as you look at his face, you stand in awe because the 
Judge is actually the Lawyer who had died for your crimes and 


had conquered the system which was against you. 


The Accuser comes with a folder with over a million crimes 
you committed and hands it to the Judge. The folder immediately 
becomes stained with His blood, and the papers inside become as 
white as snow with no marks on them to accuse you. And the 
Judge states, “What crimes are against this lad? All is white; all is 
paid for. You are free.” On hearing these words, you fall on your 
knees in worship toward the Judge. This is the Future Judgement 
of every Christian. 


Story Four 


Blown by the Wind 


There’s a child chasing a feather being blown by the wind. 
The closer he comes to catching it, the further the wind takes it. 
Yet, he doesn’t give in and rushes after it. He gets so close that he 
can touch it and thinks, J have it. It’s in the tips of my fingers. Yet 
as he feels the feather graze his fingers, the wind blows it away 


again. 


Higher and higher, it flies on the wind until it is seen no 
more. The child scans the skies but sees nothing — there is 
nothing more he can do. The feather has gone. Looking up to 
where the feather had been, he falls to his knees and prays, 
“Father, I really wanted to hold that feather, which you have 
taken away in Jesus’ name. So let it be for you because it was 


never mine anyway.” 


Tears stream down his cheeks, and as he wipes them away, he 
sees how his hand is wet with dew from rain that comes flowing 
from above. At that moment, he realizes that many times we 
chase things the wind seems to take away, but if in that time we 


give it back to God, God, if He desires, will give it back to us. 


Story Five 


To Reach a Star 


Once, a little girl reached out her hand to touch a star, yet 
found it so far. She then reached to touch a cloud and saw that it 
was also too far. She reached to touch her father’s beard and, 
luckily, could touch it. She understood that no matter how far it 
was for her to reach, there would come a time when she could 


reach. 


As the years passed by, she grew to the age of four and saw a 
mist that covered the land. So heavenly was the mist that she 
thought to herself, J see the cloud coming down, it’s just like my 
Father’s beard. So she touched it with her hand and said, “In 
time, I will touch the star which, like my Father’s beard and the 


cloud, came to me.’ 


As she became older, aged fifteen years, those thoughts never 
left her mind—the star will come to me. Then, one day, just by 
chance, a piece of stone from a meteor hit her yard, and she saw 


what she had wanted to see for so long. 


The moral of the story is, never lose your faith. The things 


that seem far from your reach might be brought to you by God. 
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Story Six 


Chicken with Broth and Potatoes 


Once upon a time, there was a poor family. They weren’t the 


poorest, yet they ate the same thing every night: Chicken with 


broth and potatoes. In their neighborhood, they lived as a very 
rich family. 


One day, the son and daughter of the poor family yelled out, 
“We are tired of this chicken with broth and potatoes every day. 
We’re not going to eat dinner until we eat something else. We’re 
going to check the neighborhood to see if they have anything 


better than chicken and potatoes.” 


The father of the house said, “Wife, today they won’t eat for 
being ungrateful.” Thinking about what to do, the parents saw 
two other children beyond the window, looking in, and decided to 
invite them in to eat dinner. The children were so happy and very 
thankful. Seeing this, the son and daughter said, “We don’t care.” 
And they went from the house to search for anything better than 


chicken with broth and potatoes. 


They went next door. However, the next-door family only 
had potatoes, no broth, no chicken. They tried the house next to 
that, but they only had one bean, which had to be divided into 


four, and that certainly wasn’t enough for six. Then they tried 
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three doors ahead, but the children there had empty plates with no 
food to eat. They just had a glass of water before they went to 
bed. The boy and girl said to themselves, “Let’s go home and eat 
like kings. We have chicken with broth and potatoes.” 


When they arrived home, they could smell the chicken with 
broth and potatoes. Looking in the window, they could see the 
two kids their parents had invited in eat the last piece of chicken 
and potato. So, they went inside the house to their rooms, crying 


with heavy tears. 


That same night, the father and mother had bought some ice 
cream and cake, which their kids hadn’t seen. If they had been 
grateful for the chicken broth and potatoes from the very 
beginning, they could have had even better, but they were not 


grateful, so they had none. 


Let us not be ungrateful, for this leads us to miss out on many 


blessings. 
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Story Seven 


The Big-Bellied King 


There was once a king who ruled his people with love. He 
was no beauty to look at — he had a big round belly and an 
oversized foot, which no shoe could fit — but his heart was as 
gold. The people loved him because he shared all his goods. But 
they were embarrassed by him too. Other countries had 


amazing-looking kings, but their king was shameful to look at. 


They wished for someone handsome to rule their kingdom. 
So one night, they kidnapped their king and put him in the 
dungeon. They fed him with water and bread. In his place, they 
put a new king, who was attractive in his appearance. From head 
to toe, he was handsome with no flaws at all. Yet inside, his heart 
was of worms and mud. He didn’t care about his people. He 
overtaxed them. He took their daughters as his wives. He took 
their wives as his maids. And, he took their sons as his servants. 
He made the men work in the farms and in the fields till it was 
night and had them rise before the rising of the sun to work the 


next day again. 


As the weeks and months passed, the people decided to 
poison their new King and re-instate their old king with his 


oversized belly and strangely bigfoot. However, when they went 
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to the dungeon, their king with a heart of gold was dead. Nothing 
was left but his heart of gold, his big belly, oversized foot and a 
letter that stated, 


“I forgive you. Moreover, I will rule over you once again if 


you give me your heart and let me rule.” 


Some people rejected the letter in disbelief, but others 
received what was said and felt that he was alive and ruling in 


their lives. 


Jesus, according to Isaiah 53 verse 2, had no beauty that we 
should desire him. As these people killed their king, similarly, 
we, with our sins, brought Jesus to the cross. Now, if you receive 
Him, He will forgive you and reign in your hearts just as the king 
with the big belly and oversized foot ruled the hearts of his 
people. 
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Story Eight 


I Love You 


Once upon a time, there was a man with no love in his heart. 
His wife, kids, or even the dog, did not find any bond with him 
over the years. His bitterness towards his family was so intense 
that his wife could not remember the last time she had heard the 
three words, “I love you,” from him. Therefore, she prepared 
herself for four magical words, “I want a divorce,” or if that was 
not going to happen, the least she was expecting to hear were two 
dreadful yet comforting words, “He’s dead,” from her kids and 


in-laws one day. 


Without love, things were so bad for the family that the kids 
had to watch TV quietly without uttering a word while quelling 
their laughs. The dog also had learned to bark in silence. They 
did it to avoid listening to his awful words filled with cursing, 


hate, anger, and rage. 


One day, his wife went to his office to give him food. He ate 
that piece of chicken, which his wife had brought while still 
managing to curse and shout at her. Suddenly, he choked and fell 


like a dead man on the floor. 


As he opened his eyes, he saw the judge of heaven who 


asked him, “Why should I let you in?” As the man thought hard 


is 


for reasons to be let into heaven, he heard the sound of those 
being tortured in hell. He thought about how he’d treated his 
mom, dad, wife, kids, and even the dog. The tears welled in his 
eyes and fell like droplets, hitting the clouds of heaven. He also 
heard voices and prayers from his wife and kids pleading to Jesus 
Christ to give him “a second chance.” When he listened to their 
incredible kindness, he said, “Lord, I should not be let into 
heaven, hell is my place, for I don’t even deserve to be saved by 
grace, and I don’t deserve another chance. But if you give me 
another chance at life, I will be a different man to my wife, Mom, 
kids, and even the dog. I will be a Christian and serve you as I 
should. I will not curse. I will read your word, pray and go to 


church.” 


As the judge saw the truthfulness of his word, blood fell 
from his hands and feet, and He said, “I am sending you back, 
and I’m giving you another chance at Grace but be warned of 


your actions.” 


At that moment, the man woke from his sleep and saw his 
wife in tears and said to her, “I love you.” At that the sound of 
those words — I love you —she fainted and fell on the floor. 
When she awoke, hardly believing what she’d heard, she asked 


him, ““What were the words you said?” 


He gladly repeated, “I love you. And I love the kids, the dog, 
and the rest of our family. I decided to be a Christian truly by 
heart, this time that would be different from before.” So, although 
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he had previously been a Christian, it was by name, not by action. 


Unfortunately, though, not all people have the same chance 
given to this man. We are taught in the Bible that when one dies, 
our judgment is assured. Yet this man, perhaps through his heart- 
felt repentance, was gifted with another chance to right his 
wrongs. Now, he loves the sound of the dog barking and his 
children’s laughter when they watch the television with the sound 
turned up to the fullest. And he loves his wife, who no longer 
entertains thoughts of divorce. The only thing she wants to hear is 
her husband’s words when he says, I love you, which he happily 


repeats every morning, noon, and night that ends. 
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Story Nine 


Sisters 


“Pick it up,” said one sister to the other as the phone rang. 


When the call ended, she asked, ““Who was it?” 


“It was our neighbor,” said her sister. “He said that Jesus 
came to his house today to eat, and he is coming tomorrow to 


ours.” 
The two sisters were pleased with the idea of meeting Jesus. 


“He’s our King. How do you think He will dress?” Asked one 


sister to the other. 


“Like a king, of course. Maybe in white or golden garments,” 


responded the other, “Let’s prepare the table for tomorrow.” 
“Let’s wear our Sunday’s best,” they both said. 


They prepared the table, bathed, and dressed. It seemed 


tomorrow was already at the door. 


Finally, there was a knock on the door. The two sisters were 
excited. However, when they opened the door, two orphans were 


standing. 


“Please, may we have something to eat. We smell your food, 


and we are hungry,” the orphans said. 
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“No,” answered both sisters, “And be gone with you. This 


food is for Jesus and not for you.” 


As they closed the door, the two orphans left with tears in 


their eyes and blood-stained hands. 


“Filthy kids,” said one sister to the other, “How dirty were 
their hands! Maybe they’ve been playing with red markers or 


paint.” 
Fifteen minutes later, there was a second knock on their door. 
“Who is it?” asked one sister of the other. 
“Tt is a letter from the mailman,” she answered 
“What does it say. Is ita message from Jesus, the King?” 


“No. It’s a prisoner asking for someone to visit him because 


he’s lonely.” 


“T told you never to sign up for that program. If we go and 
visit him, we will miss Jesus who is coming, and won’t that be a 


shame?” 


So they threw the letter in the trash, where it turned to blood 


and sweat. Then, there came one more knock on the door. 
“Could this be Him?” asked one sister to the other. 


“No, it is a widower. His wife died last year, and he wishes to 


see if he could come in and have something to drink.” 
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“Tell him to be gone. We have an important visitor we are 


waiting for, and we cannot be seen with him.” 


So the widower left with blood coming out of his shoes, and 
as he walked, he left a trail, saying with a loud voice, ‘this is the 


last time I will try to visit you.” 


As the sisters closed the door behind him, they said, “How 
dare he say what he said. And how dare he leave that stain in 


front of the house.” 


They grabbed the mop, cleaned up the blood and then threw 
the mop away. They continued to wait for their King. The hours 
passed, but still, Jesus did not arrive. When it was nearly 
midnight and the food had turned cold, there came a final knock 
at the door. 


“Do you think that is him?” 


A man dressed in white with gold rings in his fingers stood on 
the step. Immediately the sisters kissed his hands and said, 


“Come, dine with us.” 


As they ate, the man looked very pleased, even though the 
food was very cold. Without saying a word, he ate. And he 
laughed. 


“Jesus, is this Jesus?” the sisters asked between themselves. 
They called their neighbor to confirm. They asked, “What does 


Jesus look like?” 
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The neighbor replied, “Like orphans in need of food, like the 
letter of a prisoner in need of a visitor, or like a widower in need 


of a drink.” 


“You are joking,” they said, ‘that’s not Jesus. He is with us 


tonight.” 
“Sister, hang up the phone. He is just pulling your leg.” 


They went back to speak to their guest. As he continued to 


eat, they said, “You are Jesus.” 
He said, “I am not.” 


They were suddenly afraid. Then, the man continued to 
speak, “When you kicked Jesus out, I came in, and I am taking 


you both tonight.” 


So this is how the story ends — when you turn Jesus away, 


you welcome the devil in. 
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Story Ten 


He Knows Best 


An army was at war against enemy troops. A command was 


given by the commander, “You go at my word.” 
The men replied, “But they are coming closer.” 
The commander repeated his order, “At my word, we move.” 


One of the soldiers, who was young and scared, said, “We 


are all going to get killed.” 


Yet the commander’s voice was calm, and he was not nervous 


at all as he said again, “No, we move at my word.” 


The soldiers saw that the commander was cool and relaxed. 
They watched as the enemies advanced so close that they could 
be seen about half a block away. It looked as if it was all over for 
the brave soldiers. Yet as the enemy drew closer, suddenly there 
were great explosions, and the soldiers realized that the enemy 
had stepped into a minefield. Amazed, the soldiers then heard the 
commander say, “let’s go home, let’s go home, we won the 


battle.” 


The night before the battle, the commander had some soldiers 


secretly set up the minefield. 


Like this army, we also are in a battle, and we are called to 
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listen to and obey the command of our commander and Chief 
Jesus Christ, even if at times it doesn’t seem for the moment like 
a good idea. Jesus knows best, and He knows why we should do 


what He says because we have limited knowledge while He is 


unlimited. 


23 


Story Eleven 


The Spider and the Fly 


There was once a group of flies flying around near a spider’s 


web. 


“Come closer,” said the spider to one of the flies as he flew 


around the web. 


The fly said, “I will not be trapped by you,” and he flew 


away. 


So the spider tried to catch another fly saying, “Come closer, 
and we can be friends.” But the other fly said that he’d never trust 


a black widow and flew away. 


One of the flies heard the other fly call the spider a widow, 
and knowing the Bible, she wanted to follow her religion in a 
pure, undefiled way. So she said to herself, “I will help this 


widow in need”. 


The little fly flew closer to the web, and the spider threw its 
web and caught her. The spider was ready to eat her, but before 
she did, she wanted to know why the fly had come so close to the 
web. The fly told her, “You are a widow in need, so I did what 
was needed. I will pray for your soul so you can find a good 


husband and be a widow no more.” 
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At that moment, another spider got too close to the black 
widow’s web, and she caught him. The widow now had a 
husband. Seeing that her prayer for the widow had been 
answered, the little fly rejoiced. The widow was filled with 
compassion for the fly and she released her unharmed. The fly 
knew that it always pays to do what is right, even if it threatens 


your life. 
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Story Twelve 


They Always Say Goodbye Before They 
Fly Away 


The church was filled with people, yet as the minister gave 
his sermon, only a few truly listened. Had they heard the lesson, 
they would have learned that we need to help other people 
because we never know if the person we might be helping is 


actually an angel in disguise. 


“Angels?” said one little boy to his sister, “How can you 


know if someone is really an angel?” 


His sister thought for a while, then replied, “Because they 
always say goodbye before they fly away.” 


As the boy left the church with his family, his sister’s words 
stayed with him — they always say goodbye before they fly 


away. 


Over the next few months, the boy didn’t forget, and one day 
he saw a man in the street, dressed in rags and obviously in need 
of food. He tossed the man a buck and bought him some food — 
something he always did now when he saw someone who needed 
such help. As he turned to walk home, the man said, “Goodbye.” 
The boy turned quickly back, eager to see if the man would fly 


26 


away. But he didn’t. The man stayed exactly where he was, and 
the boy walked away, disappointed. Had he continued to watch, 
for just a little longer, the boy would have seen the man’s rags 


turn linen white as he flew up into the air. 


More years passed. However, the boy didn’t forget. A 
teenager now, he saw a lady struggling with a heavy bag. She 
was trying to cross the street, right in the path of a speeding car. 
The boy saw what was about to happen, and he ran up to her and 
pushed her out of the car’s path. The lady was safe, but 
unfortunately, the boy was not — he’d taken the full impact of 


the collision. 


As he was breathing his last breaths, he saw angels and 
noticed that each one was familiar. One was the lady he had just 
saved. Another was the homeless man in rags. There were many 
more, and each revealed themself to be a person the boy had 
helped over the years. They smiled at him and said, “Hello.” The 
boy had helped so many people. Not all were angels, but many 


were. 


I wonder, how many angels have you helped, thinking it was 


just a person in need? 
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Story Thirteen 


The Rose 


There was a rose among many thorns in the garden of the 
King’s house. The beautiful rose appeared on the very day the 
King’s wife disappeared, and every morning, the King would 
look out at the rose and weep. Knights were sent out day and 
night to search for the queen, but despite looking everywhere, she 


could not be found. 


One morning, looking upon the rose, the King noticed 
droplets of water cloaking the petals like tears. He was deeply 
touched, thinking, As I weep, the rose cries with me. It was quite 
mysterious, especially as the season for roses was drawing to an 


end, yet this one continued to bloom. 


One day as he went outside to look at the rose, he paused 
when he saw one of the maids looking at the flower. He watched 
as the maid talked to the rose and laughed at it. Why would a 
person laugh at such an amazing rose? he thought. He felt very 


upset by the maid’s behavior. 


Over the next week, the King saw the maid speak often to the 
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rose and overheard her saying to it that she would never be a 
queen again. Distressed by this, he began to wonder, is this 
woman a witch and is the rose my queen? His mind was in chaos 
as he fought off the thoughts. No, he finally decided, the maid is 
just crazy, talking to the plant. Time passed, and the King was 
surprised to realize he was growing very fond of the maid. 
Fondness grew into attraction and soon he planned to make her 


his queen. 


When the morning of their wedding arrived, the King saw 
that the rose was withering, and droplets of tears were flowing 
from it with a sobbing sound. He was deeply saddened to see the 
rose beginning to die, and wishing to hold it he reached out his 
hand to pull it close only to be cut by the thorns. Blood dripped 
from his hand onto the rose. The spell was broken, and the rose 


immediately turned back into his lost queen. 


Overjoyed, he asked his dear wife what had happened, and 
she told him that the maid was indeed a witch. Wanting the king 
for herself, the witch had cast a powerful spell to place the queen 


as a rose amongst thorns. 


The king sent an order to find and apprehend the maid, but 
she was nowhere to be found. All they did find was a black 
withered rose in her bedroom. When the King had shed his blood 
for his beloved queen, not only had the spell broken, it also had 
been reversed, sending the evil back to the witch and releasing 


his beloved wife forever. 
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Jesus can save those in sin who are under Satan’s spell. 


Story Fourteen 


Contemplations of a Martyr Before His 


Death 


“Dying for this world or dying for Christ — which path 
should I take? Should I die for something which shall fade and 
die? Or should I die for someone who is King of a kingdom that 
shall not fade away and be gone? Should I love because I feel it, 
and when it is gone, I shall love no more, or should I love 
because it is every Christian’s duty to love? Should I accept this 
fate and die for He who died for me, or should I deny Him and 
live a short time even though I’d be lost forever in hell with 
chains and worms? Should I take this imprisonment where 
although in chains I am free as a dove flying to the heavens when 
I pray to the one who I can love more than all, or with one word 
shall I be free on the outside but be imprisoned in the inside if I 
don’t repent, and be waiting and thinking of the judgment to 


come from which there will be no escape? 
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I will decide now, oh, I love Christ. I love His Grace, and His 
laws and His people. Let me be. I fall to the ground with a kick 
from the guard. I see the floor. I hear the shot. I see the blood. I 
awake and see He, who I’ve been waiting for. He has His arms 
open wide and hugs and kisses me, and says, “Son, I’ve been 


waiting so long.” 


I see the Son of God dancing for joy. I hear the shouts of the 
Angels saying, “He is here, he is here.” I hear clapping and 
praising from the saints saying, “Our brother is here.” I see those 
who have gone before me, both old and young. I see the worship 
of God the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. I hear music, which 
can’t be compared to anywhere but here. I feel no pain. I feel no 
tears. I see the garments white as snow. I see the crowns of gold. 
I feel no shame. I see the marks of the Son’s hands and hear Him 
saying, “It was worth every drop. Soon I will come to judge those 
on the earth but now let’s celebrate; my chosen one has come at 


last.” 
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Story Fifteen 


The Battle is Won 


A saint went to pray thinking he was defeated, then 
discovered that he had won the war. He said, “I have fallen in sin, 
what shall I do? Shall I stay down and leave the walk He has 
ordained me to walk? Shall I rise back up on my feet knowing 
Jesus has forgiven me? His blood has cleansed me and made me 
whiter than snow, and His Spirit will lift me from the dirt to the 
third heaven. To God, I will confess and tell Him what I have 
done. I will pray harder and read the word more. I will be careful 
of where I step on the path. Shall I think of what shall happen if I 
fall again? He has told me not to worry about tomorrow. Shall it 


be on my mind?” 


Then, another saint of God fell on his face before the Lord, 
weeping and mourning like a defeated man. And he said, “Lord, I 


don’t wish to leave you, but I’m scared I might.” 


At that same moment, he heard a voice telling him, “Believe 


that you already won the battle.” 


He replied, “But I have not won. I still feel tempted; I still 
have a nature that goes against everything I believe. I fall many 
times. I’m always crying for deliverance and asking your blood 


to cleanse me and forgive me.” 
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The voice said, “You won the battle.” 

He replied, “But how did I win?” 

“Are you not part of His body, the church?” 
“Yes, | am.” 


“Jesus won the battle two thousand years ago. How can He 


win and not the body He carries, which is His church?” 


The saint replied, “All of this is true, but why must I still 


carry my cross and fight this temptation if I already won?” 


“Know that the devil and sin are defeated, and hell’s gate is 
under attack. Do you expect hell’s gate not to defend itself when 
it is attacked? You are thinking that you are defending when you 


are really attacking. Do you see?” 
The saint thought for a while but still couldn’t understand. 


The voice continued, “The fight is not yours. When you fast, 
pray, read the word, witness to others, fellowship and fight and 
resist temptation, is it not I, the Holy Spirit, who is doing it 
through your body? Did I not start working within you? Will I 
not finish it? Would Jesus start something he had no intention of 
finishing? If you won the battle, why would you think you lost? 
If you are attacking, how come you think you are defending? I 
am with you and in you. You are my temple and my workshop. I 
am building and only destroying those things that shall perish in 


this world. Don’t fear; you have been in my book of life before 
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the foundation of the world. You will finish this course and not 


leave my path. I have ordained that it is so.” 


The dear saint stood up. From that moment, he never again 
worried about winning a battle that had been already won. He 
went on to serve the Lord into old age when, at age eighty-two, 
he opened his arms and said, “Lord, receive what is yours, for 
you have said this battle is won and you surely have won it.” 
With that, he closed his eyes, breathed his last, and left for his 


home. 


34 


Story Sixteen 


The White Robe 


The following is a true story for all real Christians. Two 
sinners will wear a robe and make it to glory, while a third would 
try the robe on only to condemn himself. The robe is the 


righteousness of Christ. 


A preacher asks, “What could be done when one falls into the 
vilest of sins but go to the throne of grace from which forgiveness 


flows like a river and cleans the vilest of sinners?” 
A sinner replies, “Can His grace be enough for me?” 


“Oh, yes, it is enough. All that is needed is for a sinner to 
hate their sin and desire to wear the robe which the Sun of 
righteousness has to offer. The robe is red. But when one puts it 
on, it becomes white and makes the one who wears it as white as 


the robe.” 
“Can this whiteness be compared?” 


“No, it can’t. Even snow does not compare to it because the 


robe has the righteousness of the Son of God.” 
“But I have fallen into the vilest evil of sins.” 


“So come and wear the robe; it is your size.” 
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“My sins are too much.” 


“The robe comes in ‘extra infinity’ size. Many sinners worse 


than you have worn it and are in glory, so why not you?” 
“But how much is this? I surely cannot afford such a robe?” 


“Tt has already been paid for, and you should not insult the 
buyer for he has done it for his loved ones, of which if you are 
one. It was bought for you. He paid the price on the cross in 
Golgotha, where it was bought with blood. God came in flesh and 
blood and died for sinners. The Father accepted that payment, 
showing it by the Resurrection on the third day. There is no 


reason why you should reject it.” 


“Give me this robe, and I will wear it. It was meant for me. I 
feel the cleanliness as I wear it. The blackness of sin is no more. 
Where are my stains? Where are the marks of my sins, which 
were condemning me? Where is the accuser who, after tempting 


me, started accusing me?” 


“Your sins have been washed with the blood of the lamb, and 
the accuser has fled. Christ Jesus has made you clean. You are as 
righteous as He is. His grace is enough; His grace is enough, 
Grace, Grace, Grace how I Love you with what Christ has given 


to me.” 


The preacher then said, “Come, there is a sinner who hates 
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the sin.” 


A second sinner said, “If I could leave it, I would. I do not 
wish to do what I do. I hate sinning against a wonderful, holy, 


righteous God.” 


“T have a robe that you could wear that would cleanse you of 


your sins.” 
“But I can’t afford it. I don’t have the money.” 


“No need to worry, the Son of righteousness has bought it just 
for you. Oh, everyone who thirsts, come you to the waters, and he 
who has no money, come you, buy and eat, yes, come buy wine 
and milk without money and price. Why do you spend money for 
that which is not bread and labor for that which doesn’t satisfy? 
Listen diligently to me and eat, you that which is good, and let 
your soul delight yourself in fatness. Turn your ear, and come to 
me here, and your soul shall live and I will make an everlasting 


covenant with you, even the sure mercies of David.” 
“You mean it is freely given?” 


“Yes, freely given by He who justifies the ungodly. A 


question for you before you wear it — do you hate your sin? 
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“Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound that saved a wretch 
like me. Oh yes, oh yes, His grace is enough for a sinner like 


” 


me. 


The preacher then asks, “Is there anyone here who hates their 
sins? There is another sinner. Come to the fountain of Grace; a 
robe is waiting for you, paid for by the Son of righteousness if 


you hate your sin and desire to be cleansed from it.” 


A third sinner answered, saying, “Oh no, I love my sin. I 
don’t want to be cleansed. I want to wear the robe, though, but 


then serve him as I want.” 


“No, the robe would only condemn you and send you to the 
fires of hell. If there is no repentance or hatred for one’s sins, 


then it is pointless to call him Lord.” 


“Give me the robe. Oh, but what is this burning and what is 
this worm making holes in my body? What is this blackness of 
night? Why is my sin coming before my mind and continually 
reminding me that I have not repented and hated my sin and not 


loved Jesus as my Lord and Savior? Aaaaaaaah — I’m in hell.” 


“Many are called, but few are chosen. Are you a sinner and 
hate your sin? I have a robe for you. It was bought for you, but 
beware, if you are a sinner and do not hate your sin, then this 


robe can’t help you but only condemn you.” 
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Story Seventeen 


The Unseen Gift 


There was once a man who was given a gift of untold worth. 
Yet, instead of looking inside the gift box, he became captivated 
by the pretty string and the colored box. He looked at the 
wonderful colors — red, blue, purple, gold and silver and said, 


“Wow, what amazing colors.” 
He looked and felt the texture of the box and the string. 


“Tt feels so soft,” he said, “I’m happy just with the box and 


the string. Why do I have to waste my time to look inside?” 


As the years passed by, the man never opened the box to see 
what was inside but instead spent all his time looking at the string 
and the box. In time, the box decayed, and moths ate the string. 
The gift inside remained unseen, shining its light for no one to 
see. All that was visible was the ugly box and moth-eaten string, 
both fading away. The gift is like a diamond in an ugly rock after 


a volcano eruption. Or fossils in muddy clay. 
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When the box and string became worse and completely lost 
their beauty, they were thrown away. The man had forgotten that 


there had been something inside. 


In many ways, we are like this. When we don’t know what 
treasures we hold, we focus instead on imperfection. We do not 


see the perfect work of Christ in them. 
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Story Eighteen 


Searching and Finding 


Three weeks following my wife’s death, I took a volunteer 
job as a community chaplain in Kensington — the worse part of 
Philadelphia, PA. On the job, I prayed for addicts and spoke to 


them a little about Jesus. I also fed them and took them to detox. 


One day, a mother came to me. She had travelled from 
Pittsburgh, which is about four and half hours from Philadelphia, 
and she carried with her a photograph of her son who was 
missing. He was around nineteen or perhaps twenty years old, 
and she said that he’d been missing for a month and had last been 
seen in the Kensington area. I told her that I would help and go 


out looking for him after work, which I did. 


A couple of nights previously, a body had been found outside 
a nearby pharmacy parking lot, cut into pieces. The night before 


that, a woman had been strangled to death in the same area. 


I was keen to find the missing man before anything bad 
happened to him, so, feeling like a detective, I searched for him 
during my lunch breaks too. I asked known addicts and dealers if 
they’d seen him; none had. A couple of women said he looked 
cute. Someone did say that he might have been at AA, so I went 


there, but no one had seen him. I spoke to poor souls with the 
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needle in the vein and others who said they’d tie him up if they 
found him and then let me know. Someone else said they thought 
they’d seen him, but his face was torn up, and he had red marks 


across his body like he was in bad shape. 


I couldn’t give up, but I was tired and needed a rest. I called 
his mother, and I told her I was going to take an hour’s break or 


two. 


It was the time of Covid, but in Philadelphia, nobody, 
including me, really wore a mask. So as I went home and was 
about to open the door, I saw a guy walking in front of my house. 
I decided to take a chance and show him the photograph, 
although I felt it was a long shot. I was probably wasting my 
time. But the guy also looked busted up with marks on his arms, 
so I thought he might be an addict and just might have seen our 


missing man. So I said, “Hey buddy, have you seen this guy?” 
“He said, ‘that’s me.” 


So I called his mother, and she was so happy, she fell into 
tears. If I only knew the Lord was going to bring him in front of 
my house, I would not have walked for about three or four hours 
looking for him. But the Lord has his ways that are far beyond 


our understanding. 
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Story Nineteen 


The Dog and the Dogcatcher 


There was once a dog that could not be caught by any 
dogcatcher. The dog was quick, smart and tough. The 
dogcatchers tried again and again to catch him but had no luck. 
They’d all be sent to the hospital missing a leg, an arm, a tooth, 


or a toe. 


One day a new dogcatcher arrived. He swore that he could 
catch the difficult dog, and he had faith that he would do so. The 
other dogcatchers all laughed at him, saying, “You can’t catch 


that dog.” 
He replied, “I have hope.” 


The new dogcatcher went off to catch the dog. Everyone 
before him had always used force or attack to try and catch the 
dog, but the new catcher approached the animal with love in his 
heart and told him that he would make sure he had a better home. 
The dog believed him, as he saw peace in the man’s eyes, which 


can only be given by God. 


So the catcher caught the dog. The pound was no surprise for 
the dog, as he’d been there before, but this time, he was told by 


the catcher to have patience, as he would return to him with an 


43 


owner. A day passed, but no new owner came. 


Another day passed, and still, there was no new owner. 
People did visit the dog, but they all thought that he was just the 
ugliest dog they’d ever seen. But the dog remained patient, 
remembering the dogcatcher’s words and the peace of God in his 


eyes. 


Many days went by, turning into weeks until the day came 
when the other dogcatchers decided it was time to put the 
unwanted dog to sleep. When they grabbed him to take him to the 
doctor to receive the fatal injection, the dog didn’t struggle or 
bite. He didn’t wish to hurt anyone because his new owners 
would dislike him. As the doctor opened his cage and he saw the 
needle waiting, the dog continued to believe in the dogcatcher 


and hoped that his new master would arrive in time. 


Just as the needle was being prepped with the chemicals 
needed to kill the dog, a voice called out from the hallway, 


“Wait, I say wait.” 


It was the dogcatcher being faithful to his word. In many 
ways, we are like that dog, and Jesus is the dogcatcher we long 


for. 
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